Dreamiine 


Author: singleperfectsphere 


Bands: Rush 


Characters: Alex Lifeson, Geddy Lee 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jan 30 2017 14:58:55 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Written as a loose follow-up to Second Nature. Part 2 of 3. 


Geddy moved like a phantom through the bowels of the house; an unhinged ghost adrift in a sea of silence and 
loneliness. His bare feet padded soundlessly up the winding mahogany staircase, down a long hallway gilded with 
rows upon rows of photographs, framed records, a few drawings undoubtedly made by Justin or Adrien in 


their youth. 


He paused at a timeworn black and white photo in a handsome cherrywood frame. Scrawled in faded pen in the 
upper right-hand corner of the photo was the date "I173". He and Alex sat perched side by side on the edge of 
a swimming pool, their legs dangling into the water. Alex had kicked his left leg up and spangly droplets of sun- 
kissed water hung suspended in mid-air as they flew from his toes. Geddy was shirtless, grinning, hair tumbling 
all around his frame in fluffy sheets as he propped himself up on pale, lanky arms. Alex wore a tight black polo 
shirt with a single button opened at the neckline. Snarls of thick chest-hair poked free from the fabric in an 
alarming contrast to his smooth, boyish features. They both wore red swimming trunks that were identical 


down to the last stitch. 


Geddy's mouth curved into a fond smile as he continued down the hall. He could very nearly feel the summer 
sun against his skin right then, hot, urgent and golden like it was those 40 years ago. Though the burning he'd 
felt upon his flesh hadn't been from the sun at all.. 


How | love you.. 


He averted his eyes from a wedding photo of Alex and Charlene in a beautiful white frame. A familiar knot 
pitted in his belly as his heart ached with an emotion that he dared not ponder too closely. 


Youre mne. You always will be.. 


He wandered into the master bedroom. His eyes swept over the cosy room with its neatly-made bed and plush 
mulberry comforters, fat pillows coloured cream and plum. A small nightstand with a lamp and another wedding 
photo in an engraved silver frame stood nearby. An elabourate stereo system and flat-screen TV in one 
corner, an enormous wooden wardrobe, a computer table with a missing Apple notebook, a battered and 


corpulent clothes hamper. It was all as familiar to Geddy as his own bedroom. Perhaps even more so.. 


He stood there, the unforgiving quiet pressing in on him, the warmth of the room stifling instead of 


comforting. He felt a lump tighten his throat and didn't fight it: 
"| miss you, Lerxst.." 


He could barely speak his name without a shudder hitching his breath and a tingle prickling down the lengths of 
his limbs. For how many years had they loved one another? For how many years had they been together, side 
by side, as the best and dearest of friends? They were like salt and pepper. Sun and moon. They were 


counterparts, soul-mates, lovers, kindred spirits. One could not exist without the other. 
That's why | need you here. Please, come home fo me.. 


He retreated to the bed, sat down upon the fluffy bedding and hugged a plump pillow to his chest. Every 
breath he took was heavy with waiting. Each minute bloomed slower than a winter blossom. Restless, alone, he 
dragged his fingers back through his hair, let his hand fall limply to the bedspread where he plucked idly at a 
loose piece of thread. It was then that he noticed the tiny, delicate white pattern that dotted the deep purple 
of the comforter beneath him. 


Hundreds upon hundreds of dainty sand-dollars. 
A slow, breathless ache of longing crept over and through him as fierce and sacred as the very memory of 
that night on the beach so long, long ago. He inhaled deeply as the tears threatened to flow, a lingering moment 


of pain and reverie so potent that the only language it could birth was a quivering sigh. 


Unable to stop himself, Geddy buried his face in the pillow and wept. 


eR 


Alex's eyes flickered open, his blond brows knit in consternation. He sat up on his beach towel, squinting out 


over the boundless sea, over its shimmering waves and the calling seabirds that drifted far beyond reach. 
Ged? 


Tears were burning in his eyes before he'd even felt them form, and his heart ached with such a desperate 
loneliness that he lifted his hand to his chest and pressed it firm to his flesh in a fruitless attempt to quell 
the pain. 


Fading into his vision like fractured reflections in a pool of shifting water, Alex suddenly saw his darkened 
street. His sleepy house. His bedroom light the only beacon shining down the familiar, dusky avenue, a tiny ray 
of gold blazing in a sea of inky blackness. Inside, Geddy sat upright and alone, his body like a lone anchor pulled 
taut against the unyielding night. 


The world bled into a mangled kaleidoscope of colours as Alex's tears welled and overflowed, streaking in 


burning rivulets down his cheeks. 


| miss you, Too. 


Hi be home soon | promise. 


eR 


It was long after midnight when Alex padded silently into his bedroom, softly sighing his relief as he lowered 
his overstuffed duffel bag from his aching shoulder. Charlene had blessedly decided to stay the rest of their 


planned vacation in Rio and would join Alex back home in a few days. 
In the meantime.. 


Alex flicked on the little nightlight just inside his bedroom door. His nose immediately caught the familiar, 
beloved scent of cinnamon and shampoo and his heart burned with tenderness and a slow-kindling desire. Unable 
to stop the fond smile that arched his lips upward, he approached the sleek shape laying tangled within his 
favourite sheets. From across the room, moonlight spilled through the open window and shadows danced with 
the twirling mesh curtains to illuminate and darken and illuminate again the smooth, angular planes of Geddy 


Lee's sleeping face. 


Alex watched his lover's dozy tranquility, admiring the way his hair spilled over the soft hump of his pillow, 
the way the alabaster of his skin outshone the stars. Geddy laid on his side, shirtless, one leg stretched out 
straight and the other bent at the knee. The twisted and disheveled comforter lay draped like a mainsail from 
one slim, slightly raised hip. He was snuggled into his pillow, both arms hugging it tightly. 


Alex sat down on the corner of the bed, watching for a few moments as Geddy's form rose and fell in time 
with his slow, unconscious breaths. Up close, with sleep smoothing away all traces of heartache and tears, of 
the lines that told the story of his life in delicate crinkles around his eyes and lips, Alex trembled from the 
weight of his love for this gentle, beguiling creature whose very existence made him watch and linger and 


dream and paint and long and love. And, Oh God, did he love. 


Í could paint an endless landscape about your voice, Ged. | could write novels about your toffee-coloured gaze and 


sad, beautiful smile. 


| would do everything in the world for you. Backwards and forwards and upside down You could wake me up in the 
middle of the night and ask me to sing you to sleep and | would do it. Everyday for the rest of my life, | would 
sing you fo sleep, even though | cant sing | would sing to you until you found your restful peace beneath the 
shadows of jealous and admiring angels. And | would listen to you breathe, because even your breaths are the 
sweetest music Ive ever heard, and | would stay with you until the sun slides through the curtains and it's time for 


me To go.. 


Alex reached a hand out and laid his palm against Geddy's warm cheek. His best friend moved into his gentle 
touch and Alex brushed the backs of his fingers along his cheekbone, smiling softly at the way Geddy's 
occasionally-twitching fingers made momentary pleats in the pillowcase, noting all the subtle little changes in 


his expression as dreams continued to weave their revitalising web of peace over his mind. 


Alex shed his clothes in silence and slipped between the covers with the man he loved. Geddy instantly curled 
around him in his sleep with a soft, happy sigh and Alex pressed a very long, fond, loving kiss to his forehead. 


"My sun rises and sets in your eyes," he whispered, pulling Geddy closer with every ounce of tender 
gentleness that was in his being. "Having you curled against me.. breathing in the scent of your hair, of your 
skin. He kissed the impossibly soft strands of chocolate hair that tickled his nose, "feeling the beat of your 
heart against my own and listening to you breathe.. no TV, no radio.. nothing but those light and heavy pumps 
that make up one ba-bom. Nothing but the knowledge that you are here with me and | can feel and hear how 


dive you are.. | know that l'm the luckiest man in the world to be able to share my lifetime with you.. 


| will never leave you alone again. | promise. As long as | draw breath, you will never have to cry again 


Holding him tightly, he tucked Geddy's head protectively beneath his chin, their chests flush together, a 
shared, fuzzy warmth of gently synchronised heartbeats and tranquil dreamscapes where Alex soon joined his 


lover in slumber. 


